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Chap. YII..The Fool of Death.

Morning brought a pitcher of comfort
with it on Its gossamer wings. Who,
at seventeen, can wake from restoring
slee» to find the June sun on his face and

elect to breakfast on bitter wormwood,
witrf the appetizing fry of good country
bacon caressing his nostrils through every
chink of the boards? Foresworn to acrid

gloom, my most profound pessimism was

so betickled of the roguish fingers of the

morning that It could not help but laugh
a little. Indeed, I was not born to hate,
or to any decided vice or virtue, but was

of those who, taking a middle course, are

kicked to the wall or Into the gutter as

the Fates have a fancy.
I was friendly with myself, with Jason.

almost with Zyp, who ha>d so bedevilled me.

Therefore I dressed in good heart, chat¬
ting amiably with Jason, who, 1 could not
help noticing, was at some pains to study
me curiously.
Such reactionary spirits are the heritage

of youth. They decline with the day, but
then morning has nothing in common with
her clolsteral sister of the twilight. My
particular relapse happened, maybe, un¬

generously early, for it was at breakfast I
noticed the first tremulous vibrations of
Zyp's war trumpet. Clearly she had gues- ^
the reason of the change in my mai ner
toward her yesterday evening and wa> oeut
upon disabusing my mind of the P~egutnD_
tuous supposition that I held any monop<)|ywhatsoever of hef better regr j

'

To ^
end she showered exagger* d attentlons
upon Modred and my fat' ,

coming in for his share. c
h li+ , ..

., v . bad little digsat my silenctf and boor ..

, .. .hness that hugelydelighted the others.

^°re th,T T
*s half over the dissi¬pated anguish of thp night had refolded

»,v v

In more than Avernian
7- * a«ught my struggling soul for

an antidote in vain, and when we rose,
and Zyp brushed rudely by me with a pert
ross of her head, I felt Indeed as if life
no longer held anything worth the striving
after. ®

Wbat a fool I had been.what a fool!
ro have held such smug revel in mv breast
over the affection of a changeling, and then
to find myself, in the full assurance of
my possession, ousted by one whom I hadalwavs in my heart laughed at and a littledespised. To be outrivailed by Modred!
rhe sting was sharp enough to kill love,cad mine for Zyp owned one element of thehumorous In it. But It was the left toothof the barb that most tortured; the revela¬tion that I had never possessed what allthe time I had flattered my vanity on be¬ing the lord of. Had I done so, she couldnot have treated me as she did that morn-

f walked out alone, scarcely knowingwhither I went. I crossed the swampsand trenches of»meadows without leap or

unhurt
* flun& myself over field gates

Presently I climbed St. Catharine's Hilland flung myself down on the summit Be¬low me, a quarter of a mile awav. the old
y n ,the ho,low C"P of its down, like.he bitter lees of wine. I then thought, athe bottom of an emptied beaker. Its lifeindeed had been drained for me. I tragi¬cally mused. ¦

*

All day long I lay on the hill or wanderedabout the neighboring downs, and it was
not till the shadows of the trees were
stretching that I made up my mind to re¬
turn and face out the inevitable.

I was parched and feverish, and the
prospect of a plunge In the river on the
way home came to me with a little lonelythrill as of solace to my unhapplness.There was a deep pool at a bend of the
itream. not far from where Zyp and I had
Hat yesterday afternoon.was ft only yes¬terday?.which we three were much in the
habit of frequenting on warm evenings.

and thither I bent my steps. This part
or the water lay very private and solitary,
and was only to be reached by trespassing
from the road through a pretty thick-set
blackthorn hedge.a necessity to its enjoy¬
ment which, I need not say, was an at¬
traction to us.

As_ I wriggled through our individual
"run" in the hedge and, emerging on the
other side, raised my face. I saw that a
naked figure was already seated by the side
of the running pool, which I was not long
in identifying as Modred's.

I hesitated. What reason had I for hob¬
nobbing with mine enemy, as, in the bit¬
terness of my heart, I called him? I could
not as yet speak to him naturally, I fel*
or meet him without resentment. Wtu _'
was the object in complicating mat4 ,
I turned, on the thought, to go, and
hesitated. Should he see me before f ] ,flmade my escape, would he not " 'Whntp lt
to embarrassment on my pan ^
triumphant over my discor.tr.

w/v m7 flrstUrimpulih?
resound with that forP perdition must

a +i .rn little word.?ef woo i-oe the good resolve
saw me and uncfe t0° ,ate- He rosfi and

his shading hand, even
SriJ nf 1 COUld mark the slleut
g WhoJ vnn.ft - on hifi ^ce.

a held under would not slip
!! ,, ,

~

so insulting a challenge as

,a, A 'Talked deliberately toward him.
my eyes

in my Pockets, my cap shading
_L~re* 't you coining to bathe?" he said,
yjl I drew near. "It'll cool your tem-

i coxtld have struck him, but I answered
nothing and only began to undress.
He stood before me, his plump, fleshy

young figure instinct with spitefulness.
"Where have you been all day? We were

wondering, Zyp and I, as we lay in the
meadows out there."

Still I answered nothing, but I knew that
my hands trembled as I pulled off my coat
and waistcoat.
He stood watching me a little while in

silence, then said: "You seem to have lost
your tongue, old Renny. Has it followed
your heart, because Zyp talks for two?"

I sprung up. but he eluded me, and, with
a hateful laugh, leaped on the moment into
the deep centre of the pool. A horrible
tightness came around my throat. Half un¬

dressed as I was I plunged after him all
mad with passion. He rose near me, and
seeing the fury of my face, dived again,
and I followed. It 'took but an instant,
and my life was wrecked. We met among
the weeds at the bottom and . he jumped
from me. As he rose I clutched him by
one foot, and swiftly passed a great sinew
of weed three or four times round his ankle.
It held like a grapnel and would hold; for,
though he was a fair swimmer, he was al¬
ways frightened and nervous in the face of
little difficulties. Then swerving away, I
rose again, with laboring lungs, to the surf¬
ace.
Barely had my drenched eyes found the

daylight again, when the hideous enormity
of my crime broke Into my brain like the
toil of a death bell. The water near me
was heaving slightly and some welling
bubbles swayed to the surface. They were
the drowning gasps of my brother.my own
brother, whom I was murdering.

I gave a thin, wretched scream and sunk
again into the deep hole beneath me. He
was jerking convulsively and his hands
clutched vainly at his feet and slipped away
in a dying manner. I tore at the weed to
unwind It.only to twist it into new fet¬
ters. I pulled frantically ai its roots. I
felt that I should go mad if it did not
yield. In a moment it/ came away in my
hands and I shot upward, struggling. But
the other poor body followed me sluggishly,
and I seized it by the hai>\ with all my
heart gone crazy and towed it ashore.
His face, I thought, looked fallen away

already, and was no longer loutish or ma¬
licious. It semed Just a white, pathetic
thing freed from suffering; and f would
have given my life.ay, and my love.ten
times over to see the same expression come
back to it it had worn as it turned to me
before he dived.

I fell on my knees be'side him and broke
into a passion of tears. I kissed, with no
shame but a murderer's, the wet forehead
and beat and pressed, in a futile agony too
terrible for words, the limp, unresisting
hand against my breast. It seemed that
he must wake if I Implored him so fran-
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OFTEN A SCENE OF VARIED FESTIVITIES.

A Description of Its Interior and an
Account of Its Roof

Garden.

Most unique and picturesque Is the bowl-
lug alley Miss Helen Gould has recently
built at her country place, Lyndhurst,
Irvlngton-on-the-Hudson.
It stands at some distance from her

house, which is almost a castle, with'its
many turrets and gables and beautiful
.tained glass.
The bowling alley is of wood, painted

dark brown. Upon the river side is a
broad veranda, which overlooks the ten¬
nis courts. Upon the other side, nearest
the house, is the stairway by which one
mounts to the upper story.
The bowling alley proper is of the regu¬

lation length and extends from tower to
tower.
The accompanying Interior view gives

an idea of Its 'appearance. Upon the loft
are the large windows which open on the
veranda; at the right Is the passageway
by which the building is entered. Chande¬
liers are hung from the celling. The most
charming feature, however, of the bowling
alley Is the reception room, in the flrst

tlcally. But he lay quiet, wit* ci0sed eyes,and the water ran from hi^ white skin Intrickling jerks and pausesIn the midst of my u^eiess anguish somewords of Jason's rej.urre(i to me, and,seizing my coat fot> a piii0w to his fore-head. I turned ^lm wjth a shudderinghorror of his limpness, upon his face. Agreat gush of water came with a rumblefrom his but he did not stir; andthere I stood looking down upon him, myhand ".

my forehead, my mad eyes staringas xii's must have stared^ when hewr°aght the deed of terror.
And I was Cain.I who yesterday was a

ooy of loving impulses, I think; whose
blackest crime might be some petty re¬
bellion against the lesser proprieties; who
had even hugged himself upon living on a
loftier plane than this poor silenced vie-
tlm 0/ his brutality.

,As the deadly earnest of my deed came
home to my stunned m4nd, I had no
thought of escape. I would face it out,
confess and die. My father's agony.for
he loved us in his way, I believe; Ja¬
son's condemnation; Zyp's hatred; my own
shame and torture.I put them all on one
side to get full view of that black cross¬
beam and rope that I felt to be the onlymedicine for my sick and haunted soul.
As I stood, the sound of wheels on the

road beyond woke me to some necessity of
action. Stumbling, as in a nightmare; not
feeling mv feet, but only the mechanical
spring of* motion. I hurried to the hedge
side and looked over.
A carter with a tilt wagon was urging his

tired team homeward.
i.«,."Help!" I cried. "Oh. come and help

me!" And tny voice seemed to me to is¬
sue from under the tilt of the wagon.
He "woa'd" up iris horses, raised his hat

from his forehead wrinkled with hot weari¬
ness and came toward me, his whip over
his shoulder.

.What's toward?" said he.
"My brother." I gasped. We,were bath¬

ing together and he's drowned.
Th<* man's boorish face lighted up like a

farthing V»shlight. Here was something
horrlblv sordid enough for all the excite¬
ment he was worth. It would sweeten many
a not of swipes for the week to come.
"Wheer be the body?" snid he, eagerly.
"Over vonder. on the grass. Oh, wont

you help me to carry it home?"
He looked at the hedge critically.
"Go, you," he said, "and drag en hither.

We'll gat 'en over hedge together."
I wn back to- -where it lay It- ha* col¬

lapsed a little to one side, and for an In¬
stant iny breath caught In a wild thrill of
hope that he had moved himself. But the
waxen hue of the face in the gatheri g
dusk killed my emotion on its very issuing.
A strange loathing of the thing, lying so

Unresponsive, had in my race backward and
forward sprung upon me. but before it
could gain the mastery I had seized it under
the arm-pits and was half dragging, half
carrying it toward the road.

I was at the hedge before I knew it, and
the red face of the carter was peering curi¬
ously down at the white heap beneath.
"Harned 'en up," he said. My, but It s

cold. Easy. now. Take the toes of en.
Thart's It.woa!" and he had it in his
strong arms and shuffling heavily to the
rear of his wagon, jerked back the flap of
the tilt with his elbow and slid the bodylike a package into the interior.

....."Get your coat, man, he cried, and
coom away."

. . .. ,,I had forgotten in the terror of it all, my
own half dressed state, for I had strippedonly to my underclothes and my boots were
«tni on mv feet. Mechanically I returned
to the riverside and hastily donning my
coat and trousers snatched up the other's
tumbled garments and ran back to the road.
It was all hateful and an earnest of what
was to come, for glancing at the duskingnool as I stooped I saw that its whole sur¬
face was aboil with the welling of bubbles
that rose from drowning things.

Chap. VIII..The Waking.
I gained the road, white with the panting

of a mortal doom, and there was the
carter holding the curtain back and criti¬
cally apostriphlzlng the thing within.
"Ay, he be sound enough. Reckon naught

but the last trump'll waken you. Now,youngster, where may you live?"

floor of the tower, at the left.
It Is a cozy and delightful room and

when Miss Gould gives a bowling party,
and bowling is her favorite game, she re¬
ceives her guests in this reception room,
which Is always decorated with flowers
on gala occasions. The room is finished In
hardwood, oak, a generous number of
Japanese rugs lie on the floor, and there
are wicker chairs and settees with Jap¬
anese cushions galore. The mammoth
open wood-fire place is a feature, for the
bowling alley does duty both Winter and
Summer, as Miss Gould makes Lyndhurst
her home <the year ronud.

Papers and magazines, with a luxuriously
easy chair, are conveniently near, and there
is a pretty, brass samovar, with tea cups
and every convenience for the 5 o'clock
tea. In Summer, the hostess has the tea
table carried to the veranda or to the
upper floor of the bowling alley, "the
roof garden," as she calls it.
Mounting the flight of steps there are

passageways running to both towers. The
accompanying picture was taken in March,
and the large windows of the roof garden
were boarded up. They have since been
opened and palms and hanging baskets
make the place most attractive, and the
view upon either side is a magnificent
one of the river and hills beyond. The
gray stone walls of Lyndhurst show hare
and there through the linden tiees fej
which It is surrounded, and a charming
garden in which grows every old-fashioned
flower imaginable is but a stone s throw
distant.although the bowling alley and
the garden are not on stone-throwing
terms. Then all around and about Is the
lawn, as smooth as velvet, with mounds of
foliage plants and clusters of hydrangeas
and many ot'her green things, "all a-grow-
in' and a-blowin'."
Miss Gould is an expert bowler, al¬

though she disclaims the possession of any
great skill in this direction. The neat,
little blackboard, however, has upon oc¬
casions shown high scores for Miss Gould,
also for her brother Frank, who usually

, ,

I told him.
i "Sure," he said, "the old crazed mill?"
Then I thought he muttered: "Well, 'tis
one vermin the less," but I was not sure
and nothing mattered.nothing.
He asked me If I would like to ride with

it Inside. The mere suggestion was terror
to me, and I stammered out that I would
rather walk, for I had tried my best al¬
ready and had given up hope.
So we set off slowly through the dumb,

haunted ^wlllght. and my heart seemed to
rattle like the dried kernel of a nut at
every step I took. Thoughts would not
come to me In any definite form. I imag¬
ined the cathedral bells were ringing, till
I found it was only a jangling in my brain
discordant and unearthly. People came
toward us who on nearing were* resolved
Into distorted rags of mist; voices creaked
with laughter, and they were only the
swung branches of trees.
Suddenly I heard an exclamation.real

enough this time.and saw the carter run to
the head of his team and stop them with

hurts so. Every vein in my body is burst¬
ing with pain."
At this I beat under my hysterical out¬

burst and set to rubbing him all over in
frantic eagerness. It seemed to ease him a
little, and I blessed him that he lay i>as-
sively against me and did not offer to push
me away. Poor fellow! He was far too
weak as yet for any resistance.
Presently I heard the carter bawl in

tremulous tones: "Art gone, the two of
'ee?"
"Come here," I called back, with a tear¬

ful laugh. "He's better!.he's recovered!"
The fellow came round gingerly and stood

a little distance off.
"Eh?" he said, dubiouly.
"See for yourself!" I cried. "He wasn't

drowned after all. He's come round!"
The man spat viciously in the road and

came sullenly forward. He was defrauded
of an excitement and he felt the injury
grievously.
"You young varmint!" he growled.

"Them's year tricks for to get a free lift."

"Bafely had my eyes found tl*
enormity of my crime

grinding of wheel and jingling of harness.
He turned his weather-beaten face toward
me and the pippin ruddiness of it had yel¬
lowed in a moment.
"Woa, then!" he cried, in a frightened

voice; and then with terrified impatience:
"Ooorn hither, marn; I tell 'ee. Don't 'ee
stand theer gawking at the air. Dang it,
the ghost walks!" He stamped his heavy
foot, seeing me motionless; then cried
again: "Take thee foul burden out o' the
wain and dang me for a fool ever to have
meddled wl't!"
A gush of wondrous hope flooded my

breast. I tore to the rear of the wagon,
dashed back the curtain.and there was
Modred sitting up and swaying feebly from
side by side.

I leaped; I caught him in my arms; my
breath came in laughter and sobs. "Oh,
Modred. Modred!" I cried. "I didn't mean
it.It wasn't me.I'm not like that!" and
then I broke down and wept long and con¬

vulsively, though I would never let him out
of my clutch.
"Where nm I?" he said, faintly: "oh. If

makes a "strike" or a "spare" whenever
he takes up a ball to roll down among the

tenpins.
Traversing the length of the bowling

alley to the other tower, we find that here
the fair chatelaine of Lyndhurst has a

sewing room, fitted up with every appli¬
ance devoted io needlework, and that here
once a week, on Saturday afternoons, she
meets her class of young girls.the chil¬
dren of the workmen on he/ place.to in¬
struct them in the gentle art of sewing.
As Miss Gould Is never more happy than
when doing for others, doubtless the af¬
ternoons spent in the sewing room bring
her quite as much satisfaction as those
other days ox evenings spent with a lively
party in "Ae bowling alley.

OFFICIAL ADVICE.

The rules of polite society and those of
the officials most interested do not always
harmonize. The latest flat which has gone
forth to the epistolary world forbids the
addition of "olty," "town," of the proper
name to the street address of local letters.
A prominent postofflce official, on the other
hand, advises the use of the full name, as

New York City, that there may be no

chance of mistake. In order to emphasize
his remark, he goes further and explains
that in rapid sorting, letters will occa-

alonally fly into a wrong box. If there be
no further determining evidence than
street and number, it is doubtful that the
error can be rectified, except by chance.
Almost all cities have a BToad street and a

Broadway, for example, and it Is easy
to see that the advice which conies from
authority is worthy of being heeded, even

should It entail disregard of the last fash¬
ionable decree.

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.
A READER..You are correct. The mean¬

ing ,to be conveyed was that the present
Duchess Is entirely free from so pernicious
a liablt, and so forms a contrast to the
first of the house of Marlborouglx.

le daylight when the hideous
broke into my brain."

"Nonsense!" I said, buoyantly; "you
yourself thought him dead. Carry us on to
the mill and I'll promise you a proper skin¬
ful of liquor."
He was crabbed and undecided, but pres¬

ently he went forward and whipped up his
horses with a surly oath. As the wagon
pitched. Modred opened his eyes, which he
had shut, and looked up at me.
"Are you feeling better, old boy?" I said,

tenderly.
"The pain isn't so bad, but I'm tired to

death," said he.
"Rest, and don't talk. You'll be strongerIn a bit."
He closed his eyes again, and I tried to

shield him as much as I could from the
jolting. I had already wrapped him up
warm in some old sacks that were heapedin a corner of the wagon. So all the wayhome I held him, counting his every breath,loving him as I had never done before.

It was dark when we reached the milland I laid him gently back and leapeddown.
"Dad! Dad!" I shouted, running down

the yard and into the house: but he was

SLEEVELESS JACKETS.
They Will Be a Feature of the Sum¬

mer Outing Suits.
The sleeveless jacket solves an important

problem. It provider a wrap which does
not crush the dress sleeves, and which does
not, in a high wind, display the same In¬
difference to Its wearer's feelings that a
cape shows. Moreover, the sleeveless coat
Is pronounced "chic" in Paris, so that, even
if it were hopelessly uncomfortable, It
would enjoy a certain amount of feminine
favor.
Many of the Summer outing suits are

made with sleeveless blazers and etons. In

both the rfock, Instead of being high, is cut
In a point or a curve that displays part
of the shirt waist below the collar. The
jackets are fastened by straps, crossing
each other on the chest. The shoulders
are cut in broad pieces, which give an

epaulette effect. The blazers have short

already standing at the head of the stairs, jwith a candle in his nanai.
.,,, T oried in"Modred's had an accident I¦ criea,

a subdued voice-I cVuld1f" nt the outsethack It seemed so dreadful at tue outset
to confess and stand asiden^yvTcamewhile others helped. Jason anfl /.NP
out on the landing and my father
down the stairs hurriedly.

("What's that9 lie said. Moarea.
"He got caught in the weeds and was

nearly frowned, but he's gettlng better.
''Where Is he?" He seized me by the arm

as he spoke, and dragged me to the mill
3oor. I could feel the pulses in his nnt,

tl?'HeAsr1nga waVoutslde, and I promised
the man a long drink far bringing us

-s o ftln bottle in the cupboard-
>rin<>- it down," shouted my father to Jason.
Then he hurried to the wagon and ifted
jut the breathing figure and looktd Int
ts face. After all, it was his youiiM
.'Not much harm, perhaps. sald

uid tell them to heat some water and the

"while8! was finding old Peg and explftln-
ntr and giving the order, they carried h11?1wstairs. I did not dare follow them, but.
"he reaction over, leaned, ,f^"nfh®ick11ttipfaint, in the passage outside the little
dtchen. Perhaps even now he was tellingKhem. and I dreaded more than I can[jcribe the sentence which a first look
inv one of their faces nuglit confirm.
Presently old Peg came out to roe withi a

-an of boiling water and flung an armful
>f warm blankets over my ^shoulder"There's for you, Renalt. she cried in
ler thin, rusty voice: then muttered claw-
ng her hips like a monkey: Tis flying In,
he Lord's face o' Providence, to me a^old|ivoman; like as restoring a froze snake on

''f had no heart for retort, but sped from
.he sinister ol<l witch with my burden. I
?aw Zvp and Jason in the living room as
[ passed, but, though they called to me,
[ ran on and upstairs to the door of Mod
.ed's room, which was next ours. *

My father came out to my knock and tooK
he things from me.

, ,"Now." said he. "I want nobodv here but
nvself and Dr. Crackentborpe. Go you and
fetch him. if he is to be found."
Hapnv to be employed In any useful ser¬

vice I hurried away on my errand. The
loor of the sitting room was shut, at which
[ was glad. Very little respite gave mefresh lease of hope.
The doctor's home was close by. in a

straggling street of old buildings that ran
jff our end of the High street, and the doc¬
tor himself was. T was told, within.
I found him seated in a musty little par¬lor with some ugly casts of murderers

heads facing him from the top, of a var¬
nished bookcase.
''Ah my friend! he screeched, crackinglis knuckles: "those interest you, eh? Well,oerhaps I shall have the pleasure of adding

your picture to them some day."An irrepressible shudder took me, and helaughed, not knowing the reason of it.
"Now, what's your business?" said he.
I told' him. "

"Eh!" he said, and bent forward and
looked at me narrowly. "Nearly drowned,->h? Why, what were you doing, you younglimb?"

,"I went after him," I answered, faintly,"but I couldn't get the weeds loose."
"Dressed, too?" he said, for the sop of

my underclothes had come through the up¬
per, and nothing escaped his hawk's eye;"why, you're a hero, upon my word."
He bade me begone after that, and he

would follow immediately. And I returned
to the mill, and softly climbing the stairs,shut myself in my room ana sat upon the
udge of the bed listening.listening for everybreath and sound in the old eerie house. I
heard the doctor come up the stairs and
enter the room next door. I heard the low
murmur of voices and strained my ears to
gather what was said, but could not make
out a word. And the darkness grew Into mysoul and shut out all the old light of happy
reason. Should I ever feel innocent again?And would Modrea, satisfied with his knowl¬
edge of the dreadful heritage of remorse I
had laid up for myself, forego his right to
denounce me and to forever make me an
outcast and alone? I hardly dared to hopeit yet clung with a strenuous longing to
thought of his mercy, though but an hour
ago, when I had fancied him dead, I haddesired no efter soil's.

It may have been hours I sat there. I
do not know. I had heard footsteps go
up and down the stairs many times. And
then a silence fell. At this horror gradually
reawoke in me. What was the meaning of
it'' Was it possible that life had only
rallied in him, like the flame of a dying
candle and had suddenly sunk for good
and all "into endless darkness? Rebellion
against this hideous uncertainty surged up
In me- every least, nerve in my tormented
body was lumping. Had he told? Why did
no one come near me? I could stand it no
longer.
As I sprung to my feet I heard a foot^step again on the stairs and Jason walked

into the room and shut the door. He took
no notice of me. but began to undress.
"Jason!" I cried, and the agony in my

voice I could not repress. ' How he
Has he spoken? Oh, don t keep me
this torture!"

. ,,."What torture?" said my brother, look¬
ing at me with a cold, unresponsive eye.
"Why should you be upset more *
rest of us? He's asleep all right, and not
to be bothered with any questions.
Thank Go(K Ob. thank God! took no

notice of his looks or tone, for I ^as a°
sorbed in great gratitude to heaven that
my worst fears were idle ones.
"Where's dad?" I said.
"Drinking downstairs with the DoctOr.

They'll make high revel of it, I exPect-
He was already in bed, but I aa

and on in the J darkness. I had only one
thought.one longing: to wait ti
was fast in slumber, and then, ning; g

KWde'and°implore Ids foneness ofmy" brother^falhfn'^nto*the fo'rgetfulness
thatcame to him so easily. jme the termination of my vigil- " 'tn

ripple basques in the back, and som, t1"^a coat, which is a rounded bolero or eto
in front, long enough to the back *o permit
the fashionable flare below the waist line.

WOMEN POLITICIANS DEFEATED.

About forty miles' from Kansas City, at
Spring Hill, there is a disappointed set of
women. They are doing their annual hou.

cleaning with bitterness in their hearts and
there is vindictiveness in the way t ey
flourish their brooms and wring out the
scrubbing cloths. What possible charm has
housework for women who had hoped an

expected to be conducting the business. of
a municipality? Two years ago the fcpiing
Hill women had that latter distinction, and
now they resent the governmental inactiv¬
ity which has been thrust upon them.
Two years ago Mrs. Jennie \Vylle was

Mayor and Mrs. Anderson was police judge
and all the other prominent matrons and
maids occupied all the other prominent
offices. They say they ran the town very
successfully, and not only they, but all of
the thirty-seven women voters of tn

community are of this opinion. It isonly
the miserable masculine contingent o

about two hundred voters that disputes the
fact. But the men say that the year of
feminine rule was a,dreadful one; that the
Mayor wept when she should bave been
presiding at council meetings, that
oolice judge tried cases in her own house,
because it was more convenient than going
over to the court building, and that practi¬
cally the only result of the year of gent e

reign was the banishment of the only drug-
cist, because he had a liquor license.
And these convictions of the men, acted

upon at the polls this year have conslgned
the public-spirited women of Spring Hill to
domestic life again.

MRS. TOM THUMB J3N A WHEEL.

Mrs. Tom Thumb, who was the wife of the
celebrated dwarf, Is an enthusiastic cyclist,
as Is also her present husband, Count Magre,
who is only thirty inches high and rideis a
machine which, of Course, was made es
neeiallv for him, the wheels of whicn are
fourteen inches high and the frame twe e.
Its waiflrht is nilie DOUnUd.

heiirt beating in a suffocating manner, 1
stole to the door, opened It and stood out¬
side that of Modred's room. I listened a
moment.' A humming noise of garrulous
voices below was the only sound that
broke the silence of the house. Softly I
turned the handle and softly crept into
the room. There was light in it, for on the
wash hand-stand a rush candle burned dim¬
ly in an old lanthorn.
He gave a start, for he was lying awake

in his bed; then half-rose on his elbow
and looked at me with frightened eyes.
"Don't come near," he whispered. "What

do you want? You aren't going to try to
kill me again?"

I gave a little strangled, agonized cry,
and, dropping on my knees where I stood,
stretched out my arms to him imploringly.
"Oh, Modred, don't! Don't! lou can't

think I meant it! It was only a horrible
impulse! I was mad, and I nearly drowned
myself directly afterward in saving you."
The fright went from his face, and some¬

thing like Its familiar look returned to It.
"Are you sorry?" he said.
"Sorry? Oh. I will do auyth'ng you like

if you will only believe me!"
"Come here, Kenny," he said, "and stand

by me. I want to see you better."
I obeyed humbly.lovingly.
"You want me to forgive you?"
"If you could, Modred.If you only

could!"
"And not to peach?"
I hung my head in shame, and the tears

were in m.v eyes again.
"Well, I'll agree, on one condition."
"M^ke any you like. Modred. I'll swear

to keep It: I'll never forget it."
"Zyp's it," he said, looking away from

me.
"Yes," I said, gently, with a prescience

of what was coming.
"You'll have to give her up for good and

all.keep out of her way: let her know
somehow you're sick ol' her. And keep
Jason out of the wAy: You and he were
chums enough before she came."
"I swear for myself, and to do what I

can with Jason," I said, dully. What did
it matter? One way or another the buoy-
nant light of existence was shut to me for
good and all.

"It's the only way." said Modred, and
he gave me a look that I dare not call
crafty. "After all, it isn't much." he said,
"considering what you did to me, and she
seems to be getting tired of you.now,
doesn't she?"
"Yes," I said in a low voles.
"Then, that's settled. And now let me

be, for I feel as if I can sleep. Hand me
my breeches first, though. There's some¬
thing in the pocket I want."
"Shall I get it out for you. old boy?"
"No, no!" he answered, hurriedly. "Giv®

them to me, can't you?"
I did as he wanted and kept from the

room. What did it matter? Zyp had al¬
ready cast me off. but for the evil deed I
was respited. A moment ago the girl had
seemed as -nothing, set in the scale against
my brother's forgiveness. Could it. be the
true, loving spirit of forgiveness that could
make such a condition? Hush! I must
not think that thought. What did It mat¬
ter?

I did not go back to my room, but sat
on a .stair at the head of the downward
flight, with a strange, stunned feeling.
Below the voices went on spasmodically.
now a long murmur, now a snatch of song,
now an angry phrase. By and by, I think,
I must "have fallen into a sort of stupor,
for I seemed to wake all at once to a
thundrous uproar.

I started to my feet. Magnified as all
sounds are in the moment of recovered
consciousness, there was yet noise enough
below to convince me that a violent quar¬
rel between the two men was toward. I
stole down the stairs, with beating heart,
and listened; I heard my father's voice In
bitter denunciation.
"You've been hawking over my quarry

this long while. I'll tear the truth out of
your long throat! Give me back my cameo
.where is it?"
"A fig for your cameo!" cried the other

in a shrill voice, "and I tell you this is the
first I've heard of it."
"You've been watching me, you fiend,

you. "Dogging me.haunting me! I'll
have no more o't! I'm not to be bribed
or threatened or coaxed any more; least of
all. thieved from. "WTEPPfels it?"
"You aren't, arent't you?" screeched the

doctor. "You leave me here and I fall
asleep. You're away, I don't know how
long and don't care, and you come storm¬
ing back that I've robbed you. It's a trap,
by thunder, but you won't, catch me in it!"

"I believe you're lying!" cried my father.
His voice seemed strained with passion.
But the other answered him now much more
coolly.
"Believe what yon like, mv friend. It's

beneath my dignity to contradict you again;
but. take this for certain.if you slander me
In public I'll ruin you!"
Then silence fell and I waited to hear no

more. I stole upstairs and crept to bed. !
had never Changed my drenched clothes, and
the deadly chill of my limbs was beginning
to overcome the frost in my heart.. M.v
teeth chattered and I could not command
my thoughts for shaking.

It seemed hours before the horrible cold¬
ness relaxed, and then straightway a parch¬
ing fever scorched me as if I lay against a
furnace. I heard sounds and dull footsteps
and the ghostly creaking of stairs, but did
not know if they were real or only incidents
in my half delirium. Lights flickered about
the cornice of the room, and there was a ter¬
rible presence somewhere, but I could
define neither thought nor sensation.
At last, as day was breaking, I fell Into a

heavy, exhausted sleep. It merged into a
dream of my younger brother. We walked
together as we had done as little children,
my arm around his neck. "Zenny." he said,
like a baby paraphrasing Zyp's words,
"what's 'ove dat 'ey talk about?" I could
have told him In the gushing of my heart,
but. in a moment he ran from me and faded.

I gave a cry and woke, and Jason was
standing over me, with a white, scared face,
"Get up!" he whispered; "Modred's deadl'v
(To be continued to-morrow. This story

began in The Journal April 27.)

FROGS HER GAME.

A New Jersey Woman Shoots- the
Batrachians for Revenue.

Miss Mona Selden, of Friendship, X. J.,
Is a hunter of renown. The game she bags
Is frogs. For seven years she has beea
supporting herself by her unique athletlo
exercise. Now she Is one of the most pros¬
perous citizens In the little town, and she
Is reputed to have a bank account which.
If It keeps on growing, will eventually en¬

able her to give up frog shooting.
Before she took to' frog shooting Miss

Selden taught school In the country regions
for $10 a week. She did not particularly
enjoy teaching, for her pupils were fre¬
quently boys about twice as big as herself,
and they had that particular form of
humor which shows itself in being obstrep¬
erous. Moreover, $10 a week did not sat¬
isfy Miss Selden's ideas of proper compen¬
sation. Consequently when she found that
frogs were a costly luxury she resolved to
invest her savings In a frog farm. Friend-
ship being rich In bogs and swamps. Miss
Selden bought twenty acres of land, fenced
it In, and began to raise frogs for the New
York market, to the scornful delight of her
neighbors. They thought she was a harmless
and amusing lunatic when they saw her
practising shooting frogs. But when they
learned that she cleared $1,600 the first
season, those who came to scoff remained
to imitate, and frog shooting became a pop¬
ular occupation In Friendship. The other
shooters sell their game to Miss Selden.
who in turn sells It to the market.

SURE HE IIDENTIFIED HER.

He was an Abysfnlan with a restricted
English vocabulary and a limited knowl¬
edge of our popular fictions. Recently he
met a woman at a literary gathering, and
Insisted upon knowing what she had writ¬
ten. "Do you write romance?" he asked.
"Ah, no," she replied, "I write funny

things."
"Oh," he said delightedly, "you wrote

'Around +be World on Sixty Dollars!' That
yen* funny. I aai airre you wrote that."


